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THE GRIM ASCENSION 


With all drive turned within 
With strain increasing 

Until the soul began to ache 
Like the cistern in winter dawn 
Shattered on the snow 
Ice-shattered from within 

In fragments by the well 

In fragments among the weeds 
He began to rage against 
Allowed confusions of 
Isolated thought 


Once again returned to 
Realities of day 

The shoulder to the stone 
The grim smile inviting 

All to join, joining 

Himself the shoulders on the stone 
Those who knew before 
Creative self-assertive acts 
Stumbling on the road 
Where once again 

The meaningless drive 
Finds meaning in sources 
Down distant paths 
Mysteriously present 

With every significant step 


Calm tranquil joy moves swiftly through 
Awareness of ascending heart 

(So priketh hem nature in hir corages) 
Thete is joy in this journey 

The present is redeemed, maintained 
Even with its natural mate 

The greening of a future hope 


THE FIELD 
for Joanne 


We stand at the edge of the field 
The field expanding until 

The trees form far distant bounds 
Form the limits of our visions 

We stand far distant to 

The highway’s moving forms 

Our distant sisters and brothers 
Across the miles of cotton 
Across the miles of grain 

In the half-growth of early summer 
We cannot reach across the 

Music of these growing forms 
Even in awareness of the pain 
Even in awareness of the joy 
Even if to touch only for this time 
Only for this moment 

The subtle bodies of the distant forms 


We stand at the edge of the field 

Alone, so cold and empty 

But I have seen the times 

When you danced across these fields 

Nor even aware of the beauty of 

The sunlight flowing from your hair 

Nor even aware of the grace of your understanding 
The grace you communicate 

Through fulness of intellect and sensitivity 


And I have seen the joy in your eyes 
Though you were unaware perhaps 

At least until the moment passed 

But we learned to dance 

Through your eyes we became aware 
Aware of the pillar of fire 

The center and the source 

For the energy we encompass 

In the short duration of this form 

And we danced around the flaming sphere 
We sang in this intimacy 

The intimate joy you found 

With MacDowell, with Mendelssohn and Bach 


Though even now in the silence 

Of the cotton and the grain 

Where you shiver in fear of loneliness 
Where distance is the essence of your soul 
Remember the pressence of the music 
The harmony of the flaming spheres 
Unheard only because it is constant 
Keep this one hope 

The worth of your being 

In the moments when 

We’ve reached beyond this distant field 
When we’ve seen the burning center 
The fulness of all life 

Within our being and without 


Out of empty aching fear 
There is vision 


There is energy born from dust 
Born from strength and courage 
Found in grim but living hopes 
When the distant figures of the field are one 


And in these moments of the empty fear 
They knew the worth they knew the warmth 
Of turning face to face 

On the edge of the cotton and the grain 

In the half-growth of early summer 

Turning face to face 

After seasons of acceptance 


THE RULE OF LOVE 


When Strife had reached the lowest depth of the 
vortex, and Love was in the midst of the eddy, 
then all things came together in it to be one— 
not all at once, but they came willingly from this 
side and that. And,as they came together Strife 
began to move out to the furthest limit. 

— Empedocles 


We are the gentle vortex 
Dancing round and round, 
_ The stars are drifting round and round; 
We are very small 
Drifting round and round; 
We stand by the edge of the sea. 


We were random bodies 
Floating round and round; 
Each we had placed 

In midst of motion. 
Floating round the center, 
I around you would drift 
Eternally dancing; 

But the gentle whirl 
Shattered your form; 

My dance your power 
Could not sustain. 


The helter-skelter waves 
Crashed upon the docks, 
The wind swayed the reeds, 
Crashed upon the bungalows. 


We stood by the edge of the sea, 
Planks and lumber floated by 
Shredded by the waves and wind. 


Together we dance on the sand; 
Driftwood melts into the fire, 

Our love expanding in our dance 
Around the yellow fire. 

Dancing round and round, 

The stars are dancing round and round, 
We in the gentle vortex 

Dancing the edge of the sea, 

The sea waves dancing round and round, 
The reeds go dancing round and round, 
A rising yellow moon, 

Dancing in the stars. 


OF SUCH HUES AS VEIL 
THE MIGHTY SPIRIT 


Imprisoned in the brown-cold corridor, 
Sitting on the padded couch alone, 

The weary man rests impatiently, 

Driven to no destination, yet driven, 
Constantly driven without rest; 

Loneliness the trellis 

About which devouring devils 

Of introspection cling upon the driven soul; 
The will disintegrates 

In the empty impotency 

Of padded indecision; 

The heart yearns endlessly 

Without object of hope being touched, 
Yearns endlessly with trembling fingers 

To reach the warm moist breast 

Which feeds the soul in warmth of fleshly touch. 


The feet instinctively drive the soul 

From the threatening shadow of despair, 
Drive the soul from the cold padded silence, 
Drive the figure through the fields 

In determined flight from the cold 

Inner prisons of the in-turned mind. 

The feet press on, commanding indecision 
Through forest weeds softly ankle-high; 
Cool shadows caress the troubled mind 

In blooming corridors of green and yellow birth; 
The feet command the soul instinctively 


To the closest overflowing forms, 

Forms closest to the overflowing Source; 

As the sun nears the distant trees, 

Light and color swim upon the vibrant leaves, 
As the figure nears a sloping field, 

The world expands enormously, 

Stretching in the light and energy 

Which calm the soul, 

Which enfold the soul in soothing love, 

Which come to the soul in magnificent demand, 
Demanding entrance to the tiny frame 

Of human hope and fear; 

Together they swim, blending forms 

In higher awareness of relation, 

Light and energy and cold lonely man. 


Later, exhausted in the early evening air, 
The figure rests, the figure smiles. 

On a frail instrument he plays 

A melody for the yellow moon 

Staring significantly in this 

Brief calm moment of total peace. 


AUTUMN HAIKU 


Cold autumn drizzles 
Grey skies with mist on the lake 
Cold the empty ache 


Spring’s grasses creeping 
New lilys on a still pond 
Night’s spawning frog song 


Daylight covers all 
Full streams rush through dark forests 
Huge oaks dominate 


Crumbling stumps persist 
Stream’s huge rocks crushed to pebbles 
Rot wet yellow leaves 


Fall’s yellow mountains 
Gold valley’s delicate limbs 
Small human figures 


THE JOURNEY 


A cistern holds the world 

At one A.M.; 

The world seen through the 
Dusty pane, slow and sluggish; 
Traffic in the distance 

Moves in endless streams, 
While peelinz-papered rooms 
Rest like a lump of dog 

Three days dead 

On the curb of a littered street. 


The flames of gas in 

The heater’s barren hearth, 

Like a twisted pyre, 

Burns cold and frozen; 

Surely they must move 

Upon the painted golden glowing steel; 
How cold the glowing steel, 

How cold the dry and lifeless flame. 


Retreating from the window world, 
From ripped curtains with 

Dust on the sill, 

The bed is old, an empty 

Hollow rotting womb. 

The mind is out of patience; 

All so soon asleep; 

Do not omit the heavy gift, 

The coming of the comforter. 
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Waking in mid-morning, 
Approaching the window, 
Leaning on the sill, looking out; 
The fountain in the park 

Bursts fresh mist into the wind. 
The mist sown in the breeze, 
Clear and white and cool; 

He feels the tingling in his feet, 
Like chilling mountain streams, 
Heart running racing wild. 


The cistern brings him home; 
Everywhere mid-morning worlds; 
He feels a stirring 

In his arms, the walls 

Push upon his bursting heart; 
Legs tied by a chair of chains, 
His morning dream returns: 
Bursting from the bed he lept 
To the door; wildly he pulled, 
A long hall, another door, 
Another hall, another door; 
Running wildly, corridors with 
Every door the same; 

With every hall a stagnant brown, 
Reaching after many halls 

A vast and empty marble dome; 
Freedom echoed on the walls; 
Shout after shout 

Expressed the bursting need. 
Cold vinyl boxes 


Fall into the room; 

Fight to gain the air, 

Now crushed beneath the soft 
But pressing blocks; 

Arms cannot move; 

Lungs gasp for air; 

The throat feels 

A bursting aching need. 
Awake and sweating, 
Tomorrow he must leave. 
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Late afternoon contains 
The dirty concrete walks, 
Dilapidated platforms; 
The frenzied motion of 
The boarding of the train. 


Lingering figures, 
The distant train 
Moves silently away; 
The empty station. 


On Atlanta’s outer rim 

Grey shops line the tracks; 
Brown and sooty mills 

With dirty window sills, 

With dirt on the panes. 

Oil mingles with sparse weeds, 


KK 


Brown weeds in mid-summer. 
Later it is dark; 

Only small towns 

And occasional highways 
Break the sky’s dark night. 


Between the cars loud rocking noise; 
Here between the cars 

Windy landscapes; 

Mist on the face. 

The train shines 

Rocks in low murmurs 

Passengers and wheels. 


The whimpering child, 
The porter’s laughing 
Experienced easiness, 
His grim foundations, 

His endless joking tales. 
The doors open endlessly, 
Steam whirrs, 

All begins to blend. 


At one, 

Walking back through the cars; 
People sleep in dim light 

Or stare through smoke 

Into the dark; 

Distant voices, each one 

A silent mystery. 


But near the train’s end 

Sit twelve laughing strangers. 
One plays guitar, 

The spirits run freely; 

They are loud and unrestrained, 
All happy in singing, joy 

An old black lady 

Dances in the car, 

Her dancing man 

An old grey man 

In coat and tie; 

With skin from under the sun 
Ared-haired man in simple dress 
Laughs in bursting, crashing waves; 
Pass around the old guitar, 
Everyone claps and 

Each offers a song, 

Offers the sound of love, 

The handbeats of joy. 


At three, 

In the silent midst of night, 
The train rests in Greensboro; 
Under the empty dome 

The figure walks alone; 
Waiting, the sleepy figures, 
Two wait for him; 

He wonders, what could he say? 
Mist on the asphalt, 

Wind and shining leaves, 

The hundred grey apartments; 


The clouds break— 
A yellow moon 
Rises on the edge of 
An endless sky. 
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THE FALSE VISION 
(Song 4) 


All the dark nights and all the dull days 
The winds howl across the bay. 

The banging shutters remind me of 
The plainness of the hour 

The plainness of the month 

And the plainness of those walls. 

Bare walls, dingy green paint, 

A cold iron-post bed 

A bare electric light 

Swinging high from the ceiling 

Casts shadows across the room 
Across the greys and greens 

Of the howling cold and 

The week-old mist that 

Falls upon the narrow street. 

Red curtains flutter in the breeze; 

The cracks in the walls 

Betray me to the wind. 

The wind at dusk adds dull motion 

To the dim glistening trees on the streets 
And on the bay 

In the winter of this deserted town 

Are there ocean birds who seek shelter 
From the mist? 

And are there sea creatures 

On the ocean floor 

Who could know these walls 


With peeling paint and iron-post beds? 

And are there lovers now upon the rocks 
That summer months baked in the sun, 

The sun that rose the sweat upon their arms? 


For miles and miles the freezing rains 
Stretch out on the sea 

And out there 

Do not forget that it is there and not here 
Somewhere the sun must break 

Upon the endless movement of the sea 
And out there 

Somewhere out there 

A boat moves slowly toward this bay 
A modest boat and in the sun 

The mist breaks over the bow 

Leaves the window slightly blurred. 


And somewhere on the stern 
They are tossing crumbs 

In the cold air 

The strange sea-birds 

Dive endlessly for their gifts. 
They are laughing 

. Bundled up against the cold 
With mist on their noses 

And dampness on their cheeks 
And in their joy . 
Could they know the peeling paint 
And iron-post beds? 

And could the birds feel 


The plainness of an hour? 

And could the sea-creature know 

The dirt upon this cold and grimy floor? 
From the floor 

A torn and musty spread 

A spread that smells of age and storage 
Draws the eye across an empty bed. 


Among these plain walls 

Through these plain hours 

Always, always, 

There is the memory 

That somewhere, yes vaguely it was somewhere 
Warm, damp and bright, fuil of joy 

There was a room. 


THE FALSE VISION 
(Song 5) 


The winds of the last rites 

Whip stinging rains . 

Into the face of 

The grimacing goddess; 

And you are one, 

You are one with the grimacing gods, 
Surrounded by ice-shrouded trees, 
Surrounded by the fog 

That pulls at your coat. 

Gone are your snows of conciliation; 
You must wonder where they have gone. 


And once you said, 

‘‘What I have come to love, 

What I have come to cling to, 

Is the sun in coal-red after-glow.’ 
If only it were true, 

You clung to that instead of you. 


? 


And there you linger lonely one, 

Across the slush of Monday’s snow, 
Your eyes defeated by melted trails, 
Your eyes lost in the endless crowd, 
Lost in the figures 

Ever present at the curb; 

There you linger yet. 

I wonder at the way you hold your head. 


Always trapped within this time, 
Winding down, winding down; 
What will come, 

What will come does not flow 
But springs upon. 


Remaining at my window 

I imagine as you disappear; 

You escape into the subway — shattered, 
Suspended in a scene 

Of spit and magazines. | 

No your world is not so grim, 

Full of stifling streets 

Which with my eyes 

I follow you across; 

No your world is not so grim, 

Full of billboards and mocking lights 
That crumble all the joy 

Whatever joy you carry in your heart. 
I follow you where at the door 

Even in the cold you pause... 

The hand pushes to 

What the mind will not hold. 


You’ve found yourself the grim goddess; 
When I shout for your return, | 


Your aimless eyes ignore; 
You laugh, you turn in fear, 
Your anguished eyes ignore. 


And in the chaos of the morning 

When the streets are iced 

And no mail has come, 

Are you cold and torn and twisted? 

Do you stumble through the crowded mart 
Empty-eyed, emotionless. .. 


Again there you are 

Before the shop. 

You linger in the stinging rain 
And drop into the subway. 


THE FALSE VISION 
(Song 10) 


She ascends the stairs, 
Seeks out her room, 
Gropes for lost familiarity; 
Hears only trucks 

On distant highways. 


In her life’s tragedy 

She has found the evil force. 

In spite of her desires 

Her hopes have been betrayed, 
Betrayed from within; 

On the threshold of guarded success, 
In the midst of partial union, 

She told him to leave — 

The bed unmade, 

Dirt on the window, 

Water on the kitchen floor. 
Emptiness inside, dull aching pain, 
Incessant thoughts confuse her beating mind. 
On the table dried cheese, 

On the couch stale crumbs, 
Scattered papers on the desk; 
Outside her window 

Remnants of old posters 

Hang stapled to a pole. 

The pole divides her vision of 
Arainy littered empty street. 

Dusk creeps into the room. 


She has destroyed the Holy Union. 
She looks at the stars 

Through the clouded pane; 

A vast and hollow ache 

Engulfs, fragments, separates. 
She is apart from 

The vibrant reaching sky. 


In the midst of her crumbled world, 
Someone near runs water for a bath, 
Someone sweeps the front-door steps; 
In the distance 

Someone knocks at a neighbor’s door; 
They will speak of noon lunch, 
Tomorrow’s chores. 


THE TURNING 
(Song 4) 
Poem to Helen Luster 


1) I have had a 
Vision I have 
Been the fire 
Not so much 
Was the fire but 
Could feel the fire it 
Was something more I 
Could share myself with 
The fire it was 
Something of the flesh 


2) Years ago a child 
I had a dream 
Drowning drowning 
In a shallow lake 
Tinted brown with 
Mud many times I 
Woke up afraid to tell it 
Was many times 
The same dream 


3) 


4) 


Fire air earth water 
You felt air 

Air you read here 
Later sitting near 
Candles we spoke 


Like distant clouds 
Like plowed fields 
We 

Like the embers 
Like the air 

Shall not be 

We 

Like the earth 


THE YELLOW SPHERE 
(Song 10) 


There come those still strange moments, 
Moments of clarity, moments of 
Tranquility; 

A vision of one’s visions, 

A moment beyond beliefs. 

The rock becomes a momentary All, 

The rock itself; 

Not replacing or disproving, 

Timeless in a tranquil whole. 


We are safe from the mad-dog’s bite; 

We are safe from the thief’s sharp knife; 
We are safe from Separation — 
Remember a time — the universe: 

A shattered pane of glass. 

We are saved from even that. 


THE YELLOW SPHERE 
(Song 11) 


Coming home, 

Fight months away.. 
Eight months journey, 
Leaving home, returning. 


Once again to leave 

The night before, 

Father and son, 

A feast of 

Hamburger steak, 

Baked potatces mashed in butter, 
Salt and pepper, 

Toasted bread with 

Melted yellow wet, 

Soaked potatoes eaten with 
The skin of earth, 

And all is eaten, 

All is joined in 

The table of the finished feast. 


THE YELLOW SPHERE 
(Song 12) 
Tryon 


Three miles from the shops 

Dirt roads wind through the fields; 

Steep hills on either side, 

A creek traced through the fields by the trees, 
Mud banks, clear creek, stones and white water, 
Traces of wire run through the weeds, 

Rusted wire long fallen on the ground, 

Golden weeds high beside a barn, 

The barns unpainted rusty roofs and 

in a distant cove, sun on the tin. 


Three miles from the fields, 

Shops wind through the hills, 

A hardware store with window panes 
And sidewalk seed displays; 

This is the land of hammers and saws, 
The county clerk and all the news 
That’s fit to live, Come in! Come in! 


